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Chofe grounde of battayle, with his foe

and thought to fyght it oute.
But all to weake, (alas) he was,

althoughe his harte was good,
For when his enemye him efpied,

he ranne with cruell moode.
And with his croked weapon fmote,

hym fore vpon the fyde,
A blowe of force, that ftayde not there

but to the legges dyd glyde.
And almofle laamd the woer quyte.

(fuche happes in loue there be:)
This is the caufe, of all his griefe

and waylynge that you fe,
Wat.      Well Coridon let hym go halte,

and let vs both go lye,
In yonder buffhe of lumper,

the Beads (hall fede hereby.
A pleafaunt place here is to talke:

good Cortdon begyn,
And let vs knowe the Townes efiate,

that thou remayneH in.
Jot.        The Townes eftate?   Menalms oh

thou inakfie my harte to grone,
For Vice hath euery place poffefle,

and Vertue thence is flowne.
Pryde beares her felfe, as Goddeffe chiefe

and boaftes aboue ye Skye,
And Lowlynes an abiecte lyes,

with Gentlenes her bye,
Wyt is not ioynde with Symplenes,

as Ihe was wont to be,
But fekes the ayde of Arrogance,

and craftye Polycie.
Nobylitie begyns to fade,

and Carters vp do fprynge,
Then whiche, no greater plague can hap,

nor more pernicious thynge*          *